The George Sand"

surrounding in which my grandmother, a philosopher, but dy-
ing, breathed her last without resisting further the monarchical
current.

Then I read Chateaubriand, and Rousseau; I passed from
the Gospels to the Contrat social. I read the history of the
Revolution written by the pious, the history of France, written
by philosophers; and, one fine day, I made all that agree like
light proceeding from two lamps, and I had principles. Don't
laugh, very candid, childish principles which have remained
with me through all, through Leila and the romantic epoch,
through love and doubt, enthusiasm and disenchantments. To
love, to make sacrifices, only to reconsider when the sacrifice
is harmful to those who are the object of it, and to sacrifice
oneself again in the hope of serving a real cause, love.

I am not speaking here of personal passion, but of love of
race, of the widening sentiment of self-love, of the horror of
the isolated moi. And that ideal of justice of which you speak,
I have never seen it apart from love, since the first law on
which the existence of a natural society depends, is that we
shall serve each other mutually, like the bees and the ants.
This concurrence of all to the same end, we have agreed to call
instinct among beasts, and it does not matter, but among men,
the instinct is love; he who withdraws himself from love, with-
draws himself from truth, from justice.

I have experienced revolutions, and I have seen the principal
actors near to; I have seen the depth of their souls, I should
say the bottom of their bag: No principles! and no real intel-
ligence, no force, nor endurance. Nothing but means and a
personal end. Only one had principles, not all of them good,
but in comparison with their integrity, he counted his person-
ality for nothing: Barbes.

Among artists and literary men, I have found no depth.
You are the only one with whom I have been able to exchange
other ideas than those of the profession. I don't know if you
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